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THE DOG WHO 
“Dp. D. D. D.”” 


By 


LYIN’,’ ‘said 


William Henry, 


. “comes natural to some people, 
just as warts or freckles comes 


natural to others.”’ 


I_ readily agreed with William 


Henry—I always do. 
I had better explain. 


But perhaps 
It is just 


possible that you have never met 
William Henry—if so, the loss is 
entirely yours, for he has been 
a knock-out pugilist, a first-class 
cricketer, a star football player, a 
tennis champion, achannelswimmer, 


a fat woman in a show, and the intimate friend of 
He has been on trail, shot big game, 
seen the Aurora Borealis, and been complimented on 
his personal appearance (though this must have been 
He has been in several State 


several Generals. 


very many years ago). 
institutions, has an intimate knowledge of 
wireless telegraphy, seismography, and _ the 
laws respecting the consumption of intoxicat- 
ing liquor in this or any other country. He 
has knocked a man over, saved a child’s 
life, and outwitted the brainiest detective in 
Scotland Yard. All this I have learnt from 
William Henry’s own lips—not that he has 
spoken in a boastful sort of way, far from it ! 
These little things have, as it were, escaped 
him in the course fof general conversation. 
Whenever he struck the personal note, it has 
been merely to point the moral or adorn 
the tale. 

At present this great man is a cook for the 
officers’ mess of a certain Flying Corps, so 
that his utterances on aviation have an ex 
cathedra flavour, a sort of semi-official char- 
acter that gains for them a ready hearing in 
the parlour of the “‘ Spotted Dog.” 
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A Foreigner. 














‘‘There is only one 

allowed to wear the 

monocle in this camp, 
and that’s Pilling.’’ 


FLEW. 


happy unless he was going up in aero- 
planes ; didn’t much mind whether they 
was monoplanes or biplanes as long as 
they had good engines. By Gad! sir, 
what a nose he had for engines! I’ve 
seen him get into a B.E. 2-C machine, 
sniff around, and walk right out ‘cause 
he knew as well as Joynson- 
Hicks that the engine was 
only go to 100 horse-power. 
And never will I forget the 
first time that bull-pup heard 
a Halberstadt over our lines. 
When he heard the 260 
horse-power engines’ hum- 
min’ away he rolled his blood- 
shot eyes up to heaven, and 
shivered with delight, like 
a girl in front of a hat shop. 

‘““When we were camped near London, 
that there bull-pup spent all his spare time 
runnin’ up to Hendon, and doing’ the stow- 
away act in the smartest machine he could 
spot. And he was cute—never came out of 
his hidin’ place till the machine was about 
3,000 feet high, when he gave the pilot the 
fright of his life. 

“His maiden name was Spot—’cause he 
had a spot over one eye, but the fellows up 
at Hendon called him Pemberton Billing, and 
then Pilling for short. 'Wouldn’t answer to 
the name of Spot after he got his wings, so 
to speak. 

“That dog gave up a lot to take to flyin’. 
He got a kink in his neck through everlast- 
ingly lookin’ up for aircraft, and as a matter 
of fact Pilling lost first prize at the Dog 
Show simply and solely because he held 


his head more like a cock-pheasant than a bull- 
































pup. The judges remarked on it. 

Not that Pilling cared—he lived 

for flyin’. To see him sniff the 
weather when he come out of his 
kennel in the mornin’ was a treat. 
Anyairman who was doubtful whether “47 4% 
to go up or not used MV 
to go and havea look 

at Pilling, just as 

ordinary people have 

a look at the baro- 

meter before going on 

a picnic. His tail, 
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Y | | : born flier,” 
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‘“‘ Sounds odd, 

doesn’t it? 

But that there 

dog had the 

soul of an 

eagle — never 
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AN AIRCRAFT FACTORY X’MAS RE-UNION.—Professor Head Resistance exhibits to“his special friends 
The guests include (from left to right) : Mademoiselle Nacelle (the Society dancer), 


the new arrival, Dyhedral. 
Monsignor the Right Rev. Camber, Miss Streamline, Madame Fuselage, Signor Aspect Ratio and M. Longeron, 
Behind is Mrs. Stagger (widow) and Mr. Pusher in 


and His Lordship the great See Gee (Centre of Gravity). 
animated conversation. The above are a few personalities, whose individualities are often the subject of 
discussion in the pages of ‘‘ FLIGHT,’’ as depicted by our artist, J. Prochazka. 
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only a stump with five kinks in it, was the best : 


weather-cock I have ever known. All you had to do 
was to watch those kinks if you wanted to know which 
way the wind was blowing. 

‘““Some dogs have a nose for game, others have a 
nose for cats, and others again have a nose for blood, 
but Pilling had a nose for air-pockets. He could 
smell one a quarter of a mile off. With Pilling in the 
machine you simply couldn’t get into a pocket. 

He would 
nestle up 
against you, 
sniff, and 
poke his 
snub nose in 
he directicn 
of the pocket, just like a pointer. 
Marvellous dog, old Pilling! If 
the engine wasn’t running 
properly he would bark at it 
till it did. Every man in the 
corps knew that it was unsafe 
to go up in any machine that 
Tilling would not lie still in. 
Phere were machines that old 
Pilling would not enter, and 
believe me Pilling had more to do with getting 
them scrapped than any Air Board. Don’t ask me 
how he knew that there were screws loose or 
defective levers—he:just knew, he nosed it out, and 
he didn’t need any committee of lawyers to help 
him, didn’t Pilling. 

“ Didn’t he just know the difference between a good 
egg and a bad egg, or rather a good bird and a bad 
bird! You’d got to be a top-hole flier before Pilling 
made a pal of you. He’d been up with every flying 
man in the corps, and he treated them strictly on 
their merits. If you wanted to pick out the best 
flying man all you had to do was to find the man that 
Pilling liked best. You couldn’t corrupt that dog. 
Lots of fellows tried to bribe him, but they soon 
found that the way to his heart was not through his 
stemach. You’d got to fly well, dashed well, before 
Pilling would receive any of your attentions. 

“It’s no use asking me whether dogs have sense 
or not, ‘cause I don’t 
know. But I do know 
that Pilling had—at all 
events he had the flyin’ 
instink, which is what you 
want in flyin’. If the Air 
Board had tore flyin’ 
instink, and less of what 
they call sense, they’d 
get a good deal higher, 
so to speak. Now I'll 
tell you a thing that 
Pilling did—you needn’t 
believe it unless you like. 
You can laugh at it if 
you want to—the Air 
Board would probably 
laugh at it, but the Air 
Board didn’t know old 
Pilling—and that wasn’t 
the only thing they didn’t 
know either. 


‘¢ Machines that old 
Pilling would not 
enter.’’ 


‘* You couldn’t bribe him.’’ 
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“One frosty morning a young fellow named Archie 
was told to go up and give a little exhibition of what 
he could do. He was keen that young fellow was, 
but he was nervy. Old Pilling twigged that he was 
nervy, so he followed him to the ‘shed, got into the 
machine and pretended to go to sleep, just to give the 
young knut confidence. Up Archie went, and 
hovered as steady as a sky-lark. We were all saying 
how beautifully he was flying when suddenly his 
machine headed for the earth like a hurricane. We 
thought that he had lost control and that the-worst 
was about to happen’ But, just as suddenly the 
drop stopped, the machine steadied itself and sailed 
off quietly and evenly. 

“When Archie and Pilling came down we all got 
round to hear what had happened. Archie seemed 
a bit shaken, but Pilling was as placid as a Cabinet 
Minister—kind of pretending that the answer was in 
the negative. But Archie gave the show away on 
him. ‘ You see that dog,’ said Archie, ‘ he’s saved 
my life—and his own, which is perhaps more valuable 
to the Corps.’ From Archie’s own lips we heard 
how he had suddenly felt dizzy, lost his head and 
raised the lever with his foot. Archie realised that 
the machine was crashing to earth, but he felt power- 
less. Pilling sensed the situation, and with a bound 
was on that lever with both paws and his wise old 
head on top of them for make-weight. That stopped 
the descent and brought Archie to his senses. » You 
can smile as much as you like, but no one who heard 
Archie tell that story smiled ; no one who knew Pilling 
smiled. He was really uncanny at times was old 
Pilling. Once I took him with me toa friend’s house. 
He kept sniffing at a cupboard in the corner of the 
room and looking round at me ina knowing sort 
of way. ‘What’s the matter with that dog?’ 
asked my friend. ‘I don’t know,’ says I. ‘Do you 
keep food in that cupboard?’ ‘ Now is it likely that 
we'd keep food in the front parlour cupboard ? ’ 
says my friend in a sarcastic sort of way. ‘ Well, 
perhaps there are rats or mice there,’ says I, trying to 
calm him. ‘There ain’t no rats nor mice there,’ he 
snapped. ‘ There’s nothing there except some old 
curios and things.’ 

“He opened the cupboard door and showed me a 
bottle with a ship inside it, two sets of castanets, 
a coronation mug with King Edward’ s picture 
on it, and he 
was just handing (Y, 
me an _ Oriental 
dagger when old 
Pilling startled the 
pair of us. He’d got 
his head into the 
cupboard and was 
pulling something 
out. It was whitish 
and looked like 
a narrow strip of 
tin. 

““ What’s that,’ says I. ‘An old sardine tin ?’ 

““* Sardine tin be blowed,’ says my friend. ‘It’s 
a piece of the Potter’s Bar Zeppelin.’ 

‘Then we both looked at each other. That dog 
had nosed it out. He had smelt it as soon as he 
entered the room, and he wasn’t happy till he got it. 
He’d got the flyin’ instink strong had old Pilling.” 


‘¢ And he wasn’t happy till he 
got it.’’ 
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A New List devoted entirely to the 
Varnish and Paint requirements of the Air- 
craft Industry is now in the Press. It is 
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Contractors to the Admiralty and War Office. 
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METAL FITTINGS 


The Blackburn Aeroplane 
and Motor Co., Ltd., 
Leeds and Hull. 
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Lieutenant X, having received from many sisters, cousins and aunts, an overdose of X’mas delicacies, suffers 
from a rather reckless night, and his particular form of nightmare is a continual bombardment at 2,000 ft. 
by a persistent fellow named Archibald, strafing him with X’mas puddings.—(By Evynest Noble.) 
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2 AM in a quandary. I've never seen 
one, but that’s what I’m in, because ] DRINK YOUR WINE AT CHRISTMAS OUT OF A 


don’t know what the Editor expects. | TRIPLEX SAFETY GLASS. 
He has asked for a contribution However often you fill it you will not break it, 

towards his Christmas number, but 
what is the correct kind of thing for 


such an occasion? I don’t know what HANDLEY-PAGE AEROPLANES. 


a{Christmas number of an aviation A Seasonable Present. 

paper should look like because I have never seen one, GIVE YOUR LITTLE BOY ONE. 
and I shan’t see this one until it’s too late to alter 
what I've done if I’ve done anything. Think of the a to take up all 

Other weekly journals as respectable as ‘‘ FLIGHT,” 
if not as widely read, have indulged in this kind of 
thing annually for generations past. They are as a SAFETY BELTS COAN 
rule liberally decorated on the exterior with hot- 5 CASTS 
house holly and a quantity of assorted snow-flakes. INDISPENSABLE ON CHRISTMAS DAY. 
contain coloured plates for the benefit of bvok-stall You will not enjoy your Christmas CLEAN 
managers, and are on sale late in the summer—if we've Dinner unless you wear one. | CRANK 
had one. Is “ Fiicut ”’ to follow these traditions ? CASES 

If so, the cover will probably display a seasonable a ee Seen: FOR 
picture of an aerial Santa Claus arriving at a suburban The Ideal Christmas Gift. CHRISTMAS. 
chimney on a De Heavy-land biplane, 90 h.p. Reindeer 
engine, carrying in his bomb-apparatus a large sack 
of toys. This is what the modern child expects. A 
ray se ago, by the way, I saw a cottage at THE ENGINEERING TIMBER CO., LTD., 
Hounslow with its chimney knocked off and its roof Clear meat oe h 
pushed in by a machine from the local aerodrome. — tay hind of Christmas Tree in Stock. 
This Santa Claus business will require a lot of practice WE CAN MAKE YOUR HANGAR LOOK FESTIVE: 


before it becomes really popular. Anyhow, that 1s aereny hie: loads of Misti 
the sort of front cover one would expect, and I leave ptsal eae: ane tibwe ean ee vos 


the distinguished advertisers who usually occupy that COME TO US FOR A SQUARE DEAL. 
space to argue it out with the manager. 

Then I presume we should have, to start with, a 
dozen pages or so of advertisements. It is a notable A.S.C. 


fact that as December makes its usual appearance, DON’T SEND OUT CHRISTMAS CARDS! 


just in time to be included in the current year, every 
conceivable article becomes specially suitable for a LET US PUT YOUR NAME AND THE NAMES OF 
Christmas gift. The aircraft industry will no doubt ALL YOUR FRIENDS ON OUR LIST FOR THE 


rise to the occasion, and we shall look for special 
announcements after this style : AIRCR rh a A ES C0. 


Beautifully Illustrated with Drawings of 


RUBERY OWEN’S Sanpete eg 
GRAND CHRISTMAS BAZAAR. A CHOICE SELECTION OF SEASONABLE GIFTS: 
NOW OPEN. FOR YOUNG AND OLD. 


Special Display of Aeroplane Accessories. SPECIAL PRESENTATION PLATE with our xmas number: 
ALWAYS ACCEPTABLE GIFTs. A PorTRAIT OF OuR Lapy REPRESENTATIVE. 


TAKE THE TUBE TO DARLASTON—SUT ORDER EARLY, as the demand will be enormous. 
CHANGE AT EUSTON. 
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In place of the usual leading article one would 





assy story. 


naturally expect a nice cheerful Christm Z 
to be 


TRY EMAILLITE, It might be something after this style. “It is 
ne _— a eerie NTED HANGAR 
AUNTE ANGAR; oR, THE 
WITH YOUR CHRISTMAS DINNER. TRIPE-STAINED TRIPLANE. 
By Max PEMBERTON BILLING. 


IT WILL MAKE YOU - 
“AS TIGHT AS A DRUM.” It was Christmas Eve in the Garden of Eden. 
The whole of Mesopotamia lay buried deep in snow: 
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The distinguishing features of the landscape were so 
indistinguishable that it might have been another 
country altogether. {Judging by the snow it pro- 
bably was.—Ep.] The campaign had been adjourned 
for the week-end by mutual consent, and no bullets— 
Bristol, shrapnel, or any other of the 57 varieties- 
were flying across the deserted desert. 

Flight-Commander Maurice Shorthorn sat slowly 
sipping port in his portable hangar. The Christmas mail 
from home had just arrived. There was the usual 
card from his rich aunt at Wigan—a green shiny one 
with yellow forget-me-nots, smelling of camphor. 
Two catalogues of cigars and one of seeds had been 
forwarded from his club, and there was a note from 
Cox’s drawing attention to some mathematical 
peculiarity of his account. 

But his interest had been arrested—and_ bail 
refused—by a single sheet of note-paper bearing the 
imprint of the Regent Palace Hotel and the postmark 
of Preston. And this was his Christmas greeting 
from home! Flossie Gnome-Castrol, of the third 
row of the chorus in “ The Wing Boys”’ revue, 
number 9g touring company, was about to wed 
Clarence Rothschild Smith, the millionaire test-pilot 
for Messrs. Bryant and May. This was the reward 
of patriotism! While he—Maurice—had thrown up 
his lucrative appointment as deputy assistant sub- 
instructor at the British and Suburban School of 
Flying to join the R.F.C., Clarence, his one-time 
pupil, had remained at home amassing untold 
wealth. He was now the possessor of a flat in 
Shaftesbury Avenue, a bungalow up (or was it down ?) 
the river, and a stream-lined Ford. And, to crown it 
all, he had supplanted Maurice in the affections of 
Flossie. This was more than flesh and blood, to 
say nothing of bones, could bear. At all costs the 
wedding must be prevented. Hastily he consulted 
his map. It was only a couple of thousand miles 
or so from Mesopotamia to the mess up at home 
here (this may have been said before, it’s so easy), 
and the course a straight one, E. by S.E.—stay ! the 
map may be upside down. Yes, W. by N.W. 
That looks better. He could do it in a few hours 
on his famous triple-expansion triplane. He rushed 
towards the machine, flinging on his leather coat, 
cap, goggles and extra stockings as he ran. Suddenly 
there came from the interior of the fuselage a terrible 
blood-curdling scream. He had heard nothing like 
it before, not even in amateur operatics. It froze his 
blood. Even his feet were cold. He paused for a 
moment, unable to move, as though suffering from 
petrol shortage. What were those strange stains on 
the fabric’? Oil? No! Petrol? No! Beer? No! 
(And so on.) Horror of horrors ! Could it be—-—— ? 
Yes! — It was 

(To be continued.) 

Of course no Christmas number could be considered 
complete without a carol or two. The necessary 
aviation touches can easily be added. For example : 

God rest ye, merry gentlemen, let nothing you dismay, 

You need not don your flying kit, there’s too much wind 

to-day, etc., etc. 

Or something of a more topical nature might be 
introduced, after this style : 

Joyful carols let us sing. 
(Carols are the proper thing) 


Horrid Hun-like Hymns of Hates 
Are not suited to the Waits. 
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Festive let the subject be, 

Any theme will do for me. - 

Christmas rhyming is not hard-— 

Study any Christmas card. 

Who is this all dressed in blue, 

looking smart, as Frenchmen do, 

Many ribbons on his torso— 

Like a rainbow, only more so. 

Welcome to the aerodrome, 

See the hero back at home, 

With a smile we know full well— 

lor it is the glad Noé]! 

Chorus: Let the air-mechanics sing, 

Let the so-called welkin ring, 
Let the chimes the tidings tell— 
Welcome to the glad Noél! 

One of the oldest customs connected with Yule- 
tide journalism is the publication of a few old conun- 
drums suitable for the amusement of the young. 
Why not have a few new ones? They need not be 
very good as long as they're new. Here goes: 

What’s the difference between a baker’s oven and a 

Sopwith scout ? 

One heats the buns and the other beats the Huns. 

When is a badly-built ’bus like a German communiqué 

When the tale’s all on one side. 

When is a box-kite like a test-pilot ? 

When it’s banking too much. 

Wait a bit. I know some worse than these. 
‘Right. We'll take your word for it.—Ep.} Very well, 
let’s have one or two anecdotes. It is the usual thing. 

At the time of the earliest flying meetings at Black- 
pool a large crowd had assembled one day, but the 
weather was bad and nothing happened. They 
waited patiently in the rain for some hours, and at 
last a Lancashire native went up to a policeman and 
said, ‘‘ Say, lad, when’s interval ?” 

_A visitor was talking to the stores manager at an 
aircraft works. Picking upa small article he enquired 
what it was. ‘‘ That’s a Ben Bolt,” replied the 
manager. ‘Surely you mean an eye-bolt ?”’ said 
the visitor, “ Ben Bolt’s the name of a song.”’ “‘ That's 
right,” said the manager, ‘‘I bought these for a 
re 

Neither of these has any connection with Christmas, 
but that is quite immaterial and quite in accordance 
with traditions. But, as I said when I started, how 
should I know what a Christmas number of an 
aviation journal should look like? I think I’d better 
write and ask the Editor before I go any further. 

DouGLas W. THORBURN. 
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A sprig of Hun frightfulness mistietoe from Gretchen 
to Hans Hun. 
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SUNBEAM-COATALEN 
AIRCRAFT MOTORS 





The 12-Cylinder 225 H.P. SUNBEAM-COATALEN Aircraft Engine. 


| : 
| THE AIRCRAFT MOTOR 
i] OF SUPER - QUALITY. 


CONTRACTORS TO H.M. ADMIRALTY, THE 
RUSSIAN GOVERNMENT & FRENCH GOVERNMENT. 


Write for illustrated catalogue giving full particulars. 


The SUNBEAM Motor Car Co., Ltd. 
~ WOLVERHAMPTON. 
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The “R.N.A.S.” 


‘One of my college chums asks me if 
the letters I have mean ‘ Really naughty 
after sunset,’ or ‘Really not a sailor.’ t 
Well, if being up at all times and in 
all weathers short of a hurricane, cruis- 
ing through space at 100 per hour in 




































an atmosphere that seems specially n 
manufactured in the polar regions is t 
not seafaring it’s not exactly like lying v 
in a feather bed in a hothouse. I can . 
tell you, I’m not sorry to come down d 
and ‘thaw out’ with the aid of a 
Cavander’s’ ‘Army Club.’ They’re t] 
great—the finest I’ve struck yet: and 3 
you can go on smoking one after the al 
other without a touch of ‘nerves.’” : 
fl 
0! 
u 
CAVANDER’S , 
be 
99 1 
rm lu We will post 200 Army Club - 
Cigarettes to any Member of the he 
Expeditionary Forces, for 6]-, - 
CIC ARETT ES specially packed in air-tight tins Oo 
of 50's. Uy 
9d. for 20; 1/103 for 50; ; 
3/9 for 100. : 
fe 
CAVANDER’S, GLASGOW. ° 
The Firm of Three Centuries. 

London Postal Address : 167, Strand, London, W.C. is 
nl 
‘f st 

For a mellow non-bito-mixture try Cavander’s 
ARMY MIXTURE, 73d. per oz., 2/6 3-Ib. tin. 01 
el 
di 
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HAT a life! What a —— life!” said 

the second in command, wiping the 
dust and perspiration from his face. 
“And to-morrow’s Christmas day. 
Damned funny idea, too, celebrating 
Christmas in a hole like this — 
nothing to eat but goat and nothing 
to wash it pa with but brakwasser. Reminds me 
of no, it doesn’t remind me of anything except 
the things I don’t want to remember just now.” 

Nobody had any comment to offer, since everyone 
was thinking the same thing. It is difficult to be 
one’s bright ‘and cheery self on Christmas Eve in the 
middle of the South-West African desert with a 
sandstorm raging outside and the temperature of 
the mess-tent at 105. Add to this that you’ve spent 
weeks in trying to come to grips with an elusive enemy 
who declines to fight, marching and retiring again day 
in and day out until you’ve become sun-dried by the 
climate and fed up withthe apparently utter aimless- 
ness of the job. Also that commons are short, and 
that vou haven’t had a drink of anything stronger 
than tea for weeks, and that every time you go out on 
the strafe you find that Fritz has marked his camping 
places with dozens upon dozens of empty beer bottles 
and never by any -chance a full one. It wouldn't 
be so bad if you could only get at him to get a bit of 
your own back. But all you ever see of Fritz in the 
flesh is his airman, who comes over with the regularity 
of quarter day and strafes you with all kinds of 
unpleasantness to which yeu can’t make any replv 
worth writing home about. 

“ Hullo, here’s the C.O. Any news, Sir ? 

“Yes. I’ve just been down to railhead, and there’s 
a couple of cases of stuff there for us that'll make a 
change. Comfofts of sorts they are—and a case of 
whisky. You might send down for them. And, by 
the way, the General wants us to detail a couple of 
machine-gun crews to have a go at Fritz if he comes 
over in the morning. | There’s no news of guns coming 
up, and the old man’s a bit fed up.” 

An hour later and the whole complexion of things 
has changed. For the first time for weeks we are 
sitting down each with a real whisky with real soda 
in it and a prospect of something like a real dither 
to-morrow. Everybody is merry and bright and 
feeling quite Christmassy. 

“Hope old Fritz will drop along to-morrow,’’ 
says. one of the juniors, he who has been told off to 
take charge of the maxims for Fritz’s especial benefit. 

“T don’t know, Tommy,” says another. “ Fritz 
is rather a good sportsman, and you're a bit of a 
nut with the guns. I’d like to see the blighter 
strafed, but not on Christmas Day of all days.” 

“Well, he’s got to have it one day, and why not 
on Christmas Day as well as any other? He’s a good 
enough sportsman, but what about that grenade he 
dropped into the mess tent last week—the one that 
did in our last bottle ?” 





” 





“Oh, well, strafe the blighter if youcan. I suppose 
he deserves it. He’s been asking for it long enough. 
You will gather that we had quite a personal regard 
for Fritz. We had, because this was in one of the 
side-shows of the war where we had opportunities 
of getting to know who we were up against. “‘ Fritz”’ 
was the solitary airman the enemy had at this time. 
We hadn’t any—but that is by the way. - He was 
a good chap in his way. Didn’t mind taking risks, 
and had quite a keen sense of humour—for a Hun. 
We hadn’t any guns up there that he cared about, 
and rifle fire didn’t worry him at all, so he used to 
come down to a thousand feet, or even less, and 
drop a couple of 4-inch shells—he had no pukka 
bombs—some days, and on others he sprayed us with 
rifle grenades or darts. Not that he did much 
damage, but he used to get us on the raw sometimes. 

Now a shell when dropped from an aeroplane must 
obviously have some sort of attachment to ensure 
that it shall drop business end first, so Fritz used to 
have long calico streamers lashed to his projectiles 
by way of a tail. Crude, possibly, but very effective. 

Christmas morning, and the sun has just begun 
to make himself felt. Tommy has seen that his 
guns are in position and the gun crews standing by. 

We are discussing the chances—will he drop in 
on us, or is he keeping Christmas somewhere Windhuk 
way? The answer isn’t long in coming. A bugle 
blares out the alarm, and we rush out to see what is 
happening. Sure enough, there is a speck \in the 
Eastern sky, and in another five minutes we can hear 
the drone of an aeroplane engine and with the glasses 
can see the outlines of the Aviatik. 

““What’s he got for us to-day—shells or darts ? 
Anybody want a d. bet about it ?” says the sporting 
sub. ‘‘ Lay you 5 to 3 Tommy doesn’t get him.” 

By this time Fritz is over the camp. He is flying 
higher than usual, well out of machine-gun range, 
so Tommy doesn’t loose off at him. When he is well 
over, we see something leave his machine, but 
curiously he doesn’t seem to be aiming at anything 
but open ground. Obviously, that something is a 
shell, for we can see the streamers. As it falls and 
we are able to take in the details the whole camp 
bursts into one uncontrolled howl of laughter. Even 
the staid old General finds it too much for his gravity, 
and simply rolls on the ground shrieking and holding 
his sides. For the tail of Fritz’s shell has spread out 
into a snowy bifurcation, with fluttering blue ribbons 
and all! Where he got the garment I don’t know, 
but I know who has it now. Of course, the shell 
was a ‘“‘ dud,” and as soon as it landed there was_a 
wild rush for it—everybody wanted the “ souvenir.”’ 
If ever you go to South Africa you can see it—or 
perhaps I should say “ them ’’—if you should happen 
to know the Witwatersrand Rifles. They got it, and 
the ‘‘ streamer ’’ now decorates their messroom. It 
was a cheery Christmas after—and we drank Fritz’s 
health at dinner. TWO DOUBLEYOU. 
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THE UP-THE-POLE QUADROBIPLANE. 


(With accompanying omniscient Editorial comments.) 


OW that one is at liberty to disclose what one 

-¢ has known for some time past, we are enabled 

this week to give our readers a few particulars 

of an interesting type of aeroplane, with which 

an expedition to the North Pole [No, not the 

one near the Daily Mail airship shed.—A.Y.Z.] will shortly, 

as soon as the cold weather gets a bit warmer, be undertaken 

by the well-known Arctic explorer, Dr. Chef, and his two 
Esquimauchanics, Etukishuk and Inugeto. 

Having decided to undertake the journey by air, Dr. Chef, 
with the intuition of genius, realised that it would be necessary 
to obtain a machine capable of traversing such an element. 
With this end in view he wisely commissioned the best brains 


the local flora and fauna were ingeniously utilised in th 
construction. Though following standard practice, thie 
machine is entirely distinct from any existing aeroplanes in 
that it differs from them entirely in many vital features 
In the first place, one of its most interesting: features is that 
not only can it go in any desired direction—forwards, back. 
wards, sideways, upwards and downwards—but it can hover 
From the denomination Quadrobiplane one can rightly surmig, 
that the U.T.P. aeroplane has a somewhat protean chamele.: 
onistic character, seeing that it can speedily be changed from 
a biplane into a quaduoplane, and vice versa. This is 9 
of the most interesting features of the machine, for it enables 
it to fly in any direction, as-we shall see. 
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of the aeronautical industry to get out the designs of the 
U.T.P. Quadrobiplane. {It is possible, though hardly prob- 
able, that a time may come when the same wise step will be 
taken by a certain ‘“‘ Factory’ engaged in “ constructing ”’ 
aeroplanes (?).—A.Y.Z.} 

Being somewhat of a modest disposition, we are afraid 
we cannot divulge the name of the designer whose services 
were thus requisitioned. It is interesting to note comma 
however comma that the machine was designed and built— 
more or less simultaneously—in Greenland, where much of 
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The fuselage really consists of two nacelles—hence the tes™ 
nacellage—one similar to the other (only more so), each having 
its own power plant, set of planes-and centre of gravity, 
thus forming a complete aeroplane in itself. The nacellages 
are mounted on the ends of a girder framework in such & 
manner that they pivot in a horizontal plane about 
centres of gravity. Thus, when it is desired to travel f 
or backwards, the nacellages are set in line, so that we. hav® 
what is equivalent to two tractor biplanes placed tail to tail" 
the rear'tractor being, of course,a pusher when going 
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and vice versa when going backwards. The machine is then 
a quadroplane. At this stage, no doubt, it will, perhaps, dawn 
upon our readers, that to fulfill these requirements the engines 
must be capable of reversal. Such anticipation will be correct, 
and we will show how this is accomplished when we come to 
deal with the power plant. To move ina sideway direction, the 
nacellages are set parallel to one another with both engines 
on the same side, so that we have a life-like representation 
of a twin-fuselage-biplane. Again, setting the nacellages 
parallel, but with the engines on opposite sides, and one of 
them reversed, the thrusts being diametrically opposed will 
cause the machine to rotate horizontally about its centre. 
Void! We hover!! 

‘It will be noticed that this machine can thus be made 
to spin when required, unlike a certain type of machine 
one knows of.—A.Y.Z.} 

The number of turns thus made, of course, vary according 
to circumstances ; for instance, by setting the planes for 
climbing, when it spins, the higher it goes the fewer. One 
can easily see that one can, with varying positions of the 
nacellages, reversals of the engines, &c., obtain as many 
evolutions and variations of control as one desires. Thus, 
rudders are not employed for steering in a horizontal plane, 
this being accomplished merely by setting one, or both, of 
the nacellages in the direction it is desired to go. Although 
ascent and descent can be effected by altering the angle 
of the main planes, elevators are also provided for this 
purpose, a pair being mounted on the tail of each nacellage. 
These elevators are made of the flippers of the Wright Whale, 
being rendered stiff by means of Greenland Feldspars. 

Perhaps the most interesting feature of this machine is the 
manner in which these movements are carried out. All are 
electrically controlled by the pilot from his conning tower, 
which is disposed immediately in the centre of the machine 
on the underframe. Each macellage is turned by means of 
an eccentric epileptic gearing between the engine shaft and 
the underframe pivot-support. The conning tower itself is 
also connected to the engines by means of this epileptic 
gearing, so that when the machine is spinning, the conning 
tower is rotated in the reverse direction. It is thus kept 
stationary in relation to the earth in order not to interfere 
with the pilot’s powers of observation, and internal stresses. 
The details of its working are clearly disclosed in the diagram, 
so it only remains to explain that to rotate the nacellages, 
the band brake, B, is made to grip the bevel wheel, E, whilst 
the engine gear wheel, 2, is slid into mesh with the pinion, c, 
which, being held Stationary, causes the engine gear wheel 
to planet, taking the nacellage with it. When the desired 
position is reached, the gear wheel, 2, is either solenoided 
out of mesh, or, in the case of hovering, the band brake is 
released, thereby allowing the full train of gears to pursue 


the even tenor of their way and revolve the conning tower. 
The engines are controlled by the two Esquimauchanics, who 
are in turn controlled by the pilot from the conning tower 
through the medium of wireless. 

Undoubtedly the most interesting feature of the U.T.P. 
Quadrobiplane is its construction. Each body, or nacellage, 
is built up on a rectangular frame cf solid ossified Narwhal- 
tusk longerons, hollowed out for lightness, and is given a 
graceful streamline shape by means of whalebone stays. The 
engine bearers are made from Reindeer-antlers, ice-bent 
straight to shape. Over the framework of the nacellages a 
three-ply covering of seal-skin and polar-bear’s feathers has 
been employed for the purpose of keeping out the cold, 
whilst this same material has been utilised for covering the 
main planes, only in this case it is intended to keep in the 
warmth in order that disturbing hot-air eddies may not 
interfere with the :aerodynamical efficiency of: the aerofoils. 
These latter, which constitute by far the most interesting 
feature, are of the reversible double-cambered varying angle 
of incidence type, tested in the wind tunnel at the Wembley- 
Tower Laboratory. [It is really astonishing that more wind 
tunnels are not set up by the Government for the use of our 
constructors. Surely the Underground tubes, or some of 
our Law Courts, could be adapted for this purpose? But, 
there, it is not surprising.—A.Y.Z.] The section and action 
are perspicuously delineated in one of our illustrations. The 
spars are made from specially selected Greenland palm, and 
are delicately fluted in order to insure the maintenance of 
the whole wing-structure in perfect tune. The designer, 
possessing not a remote degree of the faculty of observation, 
and being a constant reader of aeronautical journals, did not 
fail to notice that it was general practice to hold aeroplanes 
together by wires. These, therefore, form an important 
feature in the construction of the U.T.P. Quadrobiplane. 
Barbed wire has been employed for bracing the main planes, 
thus effectively complying with the laws of skin friction. 

The propters (propellers or tractors, as the case may be) 
are built up of laminated whale’s flukes, thoroughly pitched 
and set in spermaceti. The chassis have been specially 
designed by the inventor of the ‘‘ Tanks,’ and, as may be 
seen, are eminently suitable for negotiating ice. 

We now come to the power plant, which may be said to 
possess an interest of a magnitude far in advance of any 
obtaining throughout the entire apparatus. 

[The engines fitted to this epoch-making machine have so 
many wonderful details that in order to ensure justice being 
done to them, we have entrusted their description to our 
eminent contributor, Mr. Gerald de Lettgo Woode, whose 
soul-stirring, graphic word-pictures of ‘‘ Engines I have seen 
and known ”’ are so widely appreciated in all corners of the 
world.—A.Y.Z.] 


THE SEIDLITZ FIVE-STROKE ENGINE. 


By GERALD 


HOSE of you who went to a decent school, and 
have not forgotten Ovid, will recall the story 
of Capaneus, the noble but plucky Argive, son 
of Hipponous and Astinome, and husband to 
Evadne. When he went to the war he had the 
temerity to declare that he would take Thebes even in spite 
of Jupiter. Such impiety could only be rewarded by a 
thunderbolt ; but we are told that the body of Capaneus 
was burned separately from the others, and his wife threw 
herself on the burning pile to mingle her ashes with his. 

As to whether Popaufkwik, the eminent Greenland 
municipal engineer, ever studied Latin we do not know, nor 
does it greatly matter, but that some such idea as that with 
which the above story ends was present to his mind is 
evident. Confronted by the problem of designing an engine 
for the unique machine by which his dear friend Dr. Chet 
intended to reach the Pole, he at once saw that for so noble 
a work it was essential that he should start ab initio and, 
throwing all accepted principles to the winds, conceive 
something entirely original. As one of the three men in the 
world who had solved the unsurmountable difficulties of 
using quicksilver for drop-forgings, he decided that the engine 
must have bearings of this type, rabbit lined. 

Nihil ad rem. 

Having proceeded thus far, it became apparent that he 
should. think of the fuel which should be used, and at once, 
in view of the coldness of the atmosphere in which the engines 
would have to work, he discarded any and every form of heat 











DE LETTGO WOODE. 


engine. Petrol and steam were, of course, not to be thought 
of, as they had been used before. How he solved the problem 
is a story which should be entrusted to an abler pen than that 











Photographs, upside down, back, } side, inside, &c., 

of the Seidlitz engine, clearly showing all details, 

taken in the experimental workshop in Greenland. 
Note specially the icicles on the exhaust pipe. 


of such a humble scribe as the writer, for it is an epic in itself. 
One fine afternoon, while indulging in his customary stroll 
after his matutinal meal, his eyes wandered from the ethereal 
dome of heaven to the snowy mantle which enveloped the 
whole landscape: As he strolled he found himself repeating 
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« Blue and white,” “ blue and white,’ and at the twentieth repe- 
tition he cried ‘‘ Ah’ in Esquimaux. The natural phencmena 
spreading itself around had quickened within his brain the 
germ of an idea. Popaufkwik at once bethought of that 
excellent hydragogue cathartic named after a little village 
in Bohemia. His new engine would be of the effervescent or 
bubbling type. 
Vir sapit qui pauca loquitor. 

It will at once be recognised that the Pole being a fixture 
it was not likely to move, and per se there was no hurry. 
Why not therefore have a slow-running engine ? On returning 
to his office the remaining details were quickly thought out. 
So far he had not come across a five stroke cycle engine, 
ergo, the new engine must operate on the five stroke cycle. 
It may be as well, before proceeding further, to enumerate 
the successive phases of the cycle. The cylinder being oscil- 
lating, as the piston goes downwards and the cylinder being 
inclined to one side, the Esquimauchanic in charge ad- 
ministers a blue packet ; then on the piston coming up and 
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the cylinder being diverted in the opposite direction, a white 
packet, according to directions, is added. Now, as the piston 
approaches the top of its stroke a valve opens, whereupon a 
spray of fine ammonia mingles the two powders and the 
resultant release of gas forces the piston downwards. So far 
we have traced the working of the engine through three 
successive strokes of the cycle; the fourth stroke is easy— 
it is none other than exhaust—but of the nature of the fifth, 
which is essentially in effect a double stroke, I cannot, for 
obvious reasons, divulge any further particulars. The process 
of reversing is delightfully simple; all that is necessary is 
for the Esquimauchanic to forget the scriptural injunction not 
to let his right hand know what his left hand doeth, and reverse 
the order of the packets, when the engine will naturally proceed 
as desired. Beyond stating that the shafts are made of cold 
drawn walrus tusks there remains very little more to be said 
about the engine, as all the details are so clearly set forth in 
the accompanying photographs. 
(To be continued indefinitely [perhaps.—ED.]) 


ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


R. F. C, (India). 


There are several methods of exterminating mosquitoes. 
Perhaps the most effective and simple procedure is to obtain 
two blocks of wood (ash or spruce), each about 2 ins. square. 
Place the mosquito in the centre of one block, lay the other 
carefully on top, and place the whole in a press for about 
74 mins. 

Designer (Farnborough) 

No, it does not matter having the c.g. in the petrol tank, 
so long as a reliable filter is fitted. 
Non-stop (Claybury). 

Yes, the war is still going on, and you are the 9849th 
correspondent who has solved the problem of perpetual 
motion. 

Drachenflieger (Roehampton). 

Rupert got his name for the same reason as the Blimp— 
because he looked it. 
Fifty under (Bushmills). 

To convert monoplane figures to biplane figures, use the 
following formula: C,H;OH + H,O. ; 

If the stagger is too pronounced, try more water with it. 


City magnate 


Gordon (Kingussie). 

Don’t let that deter you. 
Pup. 

All pupils are called ‘‘ pups.’’ We see nothing degrading 
in it. Don’t worry, you'll grow up some day. 

P.M. C. (Green Wood). 

We suggest that you be governed by the two following 
“ Air Laws ”’ :— 

Law I.—Taking the camber as being inversely proportional 
to the square of the slip-stream per foot-run, the formula 

Sin?s |" 79 X 05 TE Coo 4 wy ee A le.m.O” 
‘ A (¢ K) v I 
remains constant in perpetuity, always assuming that the 
conditions do not vary. 

Law II.—Assuming staggered monoplane values for a given 
maximum range of uniform acceleration, the gyration of 
bifocal vortices approximate the empirical basis of the con- 
jugate functions influencing the velocity potential of the 
modulus of elasticity resulting in the diminution of sustenta- 
tion of all evanescent cyclic components of phugoids of negli- 
gible amplitude. 


They are not worn in the R.F.C. 


A few suggestions for manufacturers’ after-war designs, to suit all sorts and conditions of sporting 
followers of the art of aviation. 
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HE “ASC” ILLUSTRATED 
MONTHLY STOCK LIST for 
DECEMBER (No. 28—24 pages). ‘Ready 

to-day. Invaluable to all ted with the Aircraft 
Industry and the Air Services. May we send you a 
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Burberry 

garment 

., 5 labelled 
Burberrys 





‘‘The best protection 
against wind, snow 
and rain that I have 
ever met.’’ —H.S. 


OMBINED with the distinctive design of The Tieloeken 
/ _ 1s protection of the “ dread-nought” order. 

This quality is embodied in every inch of the coat. Put 
there by an exclusive Burberry process that needs no rubber 
or oiled-silk to make it effective. It excludes wet, yet is 
free from the unhealthy heat set up by air-tight agents. 
Apart from proofing, the material is so dense that no wind 
can find entrance. This, in conjunction with warmth-giving 
linings of Wool, Fleece or Fur, makes The Tielocken the 
ideal safeguard for the Airman. 
Its design ensures that every vulnerable part of the body 
is doubly covered. From chin to knee there’s no chance 
for wet or cold to penetrate. 
Another advantage of The Tielocken is its quick adjustment, 
A strap-and-buckle holds the coat smartly and well—no 
buttons to fasten or lose. 
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Carpenters Road, Stratford, London, E. 
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peamerereezesS to the origin of all that is herein set forth. 
: 4. ye Members of the Peace On Earth Propagation 
P Society one morning received a card of which 
the following is a facsimile :— 


P.O.E.P.S. 


An extraordinary general meeting will 
be held-at headquarters on the 5th inst., 
at 8 p.m. with the President in attend- 
ance, to introduce Ebeneezer Erskine, 
" B.Sc., who. will explain his. wonderful 
discovery. 

All are earnestly requested to attend, 
as some hitherto unexpected develop- 
ments may occur. 

Ima. B. Armiz, Hon. Sec. | 

















Consequently the night of November the fifth found a full 
attendance of woolgatherers, with the chairman recounting 
the aims and objects of the society. His concluding words 
were :—‘‘ And now, ladies and gentlemen, permit me to 
introduce Professor Ebeneezer Erskine, who will lay before 
you the results of his patient and learned investigations, 
together with a proposition which I shall presently ask 
you to vote for unanimously.” 

Now it appears that Ebeneezer had a propensity for 
meddling, and was no advocate of ‘‘ every man to his own 
job,” the direct consequences of which were that he had 
produced some wonderful powder with which he was proposing 
to dope the Huns and bring about peace before the people at 
Westminster had got time to read the Daily Mail and form 
their plans. This powder, he informed them, had for its 
basis the Laughing Plant of Sardinia, known to botanists as 
Sardonica herba, with a few other ingredients thrown in 
to modify its virulent power. Its effects, according to 
Ebeneezer, were that any breathing creature inhaling even the 
faint aroma of musk which it gave off, would become instantly 
so happy and peace loving, that used on a large scale war 
would have to cease. His plan was to send a large bag of the 
stuff over from London by aeroplane, to be sprinkled over 
the Germany army, when, he seemed to confidently expect, 
the Prussian Guard would want to come over and play cat’s 
cradle in the British trenches. 

What the Professor had not discovered (had he done so this 
story could not have been written) was, that this effect was 
brought about by a total reversal of temperament, and 
that it was not beneficial to ordinary mortals to monkey 
around anywhere near it. 

That was the fly in the ointment, and this is the story of 
what happened. 

The night was dark as any night could be, when a private 
aeroplane with the bag hanging between the chassis struts 
rose from the ground in North London, and took the air on 
its long journey. Suspended at the centre of gravity, the 
bag made little difference to the handling of the machine, 

















although the pilot could feel the weight. Thus it was, that 
when that weight was suddenly removed when over the very 
centre of London, the pilot made a right about turn for the 
starting place. Here he found that a chassis wire had snaped 
and ripped the canvas bag clean through. And so London 
had become doped with Sardonica herba and a few other 
things thrown in. 

First fruits were to the sowers, for the aeroplane in returning 
had scattered a fair amount of the mixture over the Peace 
Society, who were just preparing to return home. The effect 
was that a free fight was soon in progress, with poor 
Ebeneezer, B.Sc., as the chief objective. Police were quickly 
on the scene, but instead of quelling the riot, they stood 
around convulsed with laughter, and even aided and abetted 
to the extent of lending their truncheons to the combatants. 
Some aerodrome mechanics, not far distant, who in the 
evening had offered up their usual prayer for “‘ bags of rain ” 
in the morning, now arose hours before their ordered time, 
and would insist on going up to the sheds to prepare their 
machines. Their good intentions were cut short. however, 
by an orderly from H.Q. who presented the C.O.’s compliments, 
and would the mechanics lie in till ten, and then honour the 
officers’ mess with their presence at breakfast. 

At the civilian schools, the pupils all turned up before 
time, and the instructors did not materialise at all. Moreover, 
quite a sporting element was lent to the morning’s work by 
the school proprietors taking the air themselves, and offering 
£100 to all pupils who would do likewise, with a bonus to 
the one smashing the most machines before breakfast. 

Quite early a great procession of aeroplane constructors 
were on their way down Edgware Road, as a deputation to! 
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the Minister of Munitions to pray him to allow them to cease 
building proprietory machines, and construct only A.F.4d. with 
D.U.D. engines. Hastily prepared banners’ floated aloft, 
bearing such inscriptions as: ‘‘ The A.F.qd. is IT.”’ ‘‘ Stop 
the war, and save us from the workhouse.”’ At Hyde Park 
Corner they were met by a huge army of indispensables and 
conscientious objectors, who were marching to. Hounslow 
barracks, shouting to be allowed to serve, and fighting like 
Kilkenny cats. They fell upon and smashed up the entire 
procession of poor constructors. 

And who shall pry into secrets of private life, turned topsy- 
turvy by a meddling old meddler? Men who had never 
displayed a moment’s consideration for the tenderness so 
eagerly sought by their wives, now became enamoured to the 
point of foolishness, and in the same moment the wives 
found out that they could do without it. 

The dovecotes of the recently married. emitted sounds like 
unto those in the crockery-smashing variety scenes, and 
choleric old couples with grandchildren became so demonstra- 
tive in their affections that the boarders cried in the soup. 

But in Parliament—that institution of ancient origin 
wherein bold spirits are made downy as Mallow leaves; 
where no man ever yet heard, in answer to a question, one or 
other of the two most momentous words in the English 
language :—Yes, and No; where verisimilitude is a mixture 
of votes, veracity, verbiage, vacillation and vaseline—the 
four hundred pounders got a fair dose of Sardonica herba, 
even like unto taking coals to Newcastle. 

The House was engaged with the affairs. of state that 
automatically come with the conduct of a great war, and the 
members were getting tired and dejected as the hours sped on. 

Gradually the fatal aroma pervaded the atmosphere, and a 
remarkable change was instantly noticeable in the demeanour 
of the entire assembly. Members brightened up considerably, 
and sat upright in their seats, whilst an air of alertness 
replaced the former apathy, so that, by way of instance, when 
the member for an Eastern constituency rose from his seat, 
every attention was his. Addressing Mr. Waitense, he asked 
whether, owing to the trouble he had been to him all day, he, 
the hon. member, would excuse him from putting any more 
of the questions standing in his name, adding that they were 
quite immaterial, and that he felt sure the answers would 
be entirely satisfactory even before they were given. 

The hon. member replied that he was only too pleased to 
give lucid and satisfactory replies to any question his hon. 
friend would oblige him by asking. He knew, he said, that 
any questions the hon. member had to ask were of the utmost 
importance, and would be listened to with interest by the 


- House, and begged him in the interests of State to proceed. 


Mr. Cooing bowed low in accepting the compliment so 
gracefully offered, and said he had lately thought, from the 
expression of his hon. friend, that his questions were causing 
him some embarrassment, a thing he had no wish whatever 
to bring about. 

Mr. Waitense replied that he could not understand how any 
expression, facial or verbal, he may or may not have conveyed, 
could have caused his hon. friend to think anything whatever. 

Mr. Cooing was proceeding to ask whether in the desirability 
of the furtherance of ‘‘ darkness and composure”’ it would 
be possible to prohibit cigarette smoking in the streets after 
dark, when he was prevented from further discourse by a 
most unseemly uproar emanating from both the Government 
and Opposition benches, The members were in a high state 
of excitement, and were quarrelling in a manner that foretold 
physical personalities. Many were crossing over from 
side to side. Meeting in the middle their opponents of the 
other side, they would shake hands, and linking arms walk 
off in the direction of the refreshment rooms. It was noticeable 


. that although they of both sides quarrelled among themselves, 


they became instantly friendly with their former rivals. 

Ebeneezer’s “ J ’’ powder had fallen on productive material, 
for a member was addressing the few left in their seats on the 
advisability of withdrawing all the troops from the front at 
the earliest possible moment, when roars of laughter and 
a great clapping of hands sounded in the direction of the 
lobby, and a general movement was made in that direction. 

The fun was being caused by Mr. Goliath,- M.P. for 
Llangchwyllcrieth, a quick-change artist, who was giving an 
exhibition of how to be in six places at one time, with 
appropriate costumes and “ business.’”’ As an encore he 
entertained his audience with some simple conjuring tricks, 
of which art he is a past master. 

One that created a good deal of interest amongst the 
members was where he gathered Treasury notes from the 
apparently empty air. These he handed round in handfulls 

















for the acceptance of the members, thereby showing that there 
was no deception in his ability to ‘‘ gather it in”’ in spite of 
a little want of practice lately. He informed them that it 
was just as easy for him to perform the trick the other way 
round. Mr. Waitense refused to accept the notes offered to 
him, on the plea that it was unearned increment. 





‘Where he gathered Treasury notes from. the 
apparently empty air.’’ 


A further attempt at a little trick of other days came to an 
untimely end—not from any want of skill on the part of the 
performer, but from motives of caution on the part of the 
audience. Mr. Goliath had borrowed a hat in order to show 
them what he called his “‘ nine for four ” trick, and had asked 
if any gentleman would kindly lend him fourpence, when his 
audience melted away like unto the real thing at the street 
corner when the confederate circulates with the hat, 
remarking that they were not interésted in tricks evidently 
invented for the amusement of the working classes. Songs 
were by this time breaking out in another corner, headed by 
Mr. Waitense with ‘‘Come List. to Me-and I Will*Tell,” 
followed by ‘‘Some Day,” and, in response to acclamation, 
** Wait Till the Clouds Roll By.” 

Mr. Ruddieworld, a thespian artiste of renown, obliged with 
“It’s a Long Way to Tipperary,” with considerable effect, 
his encore, “‘ Sure I’m Not M’eself at All,’”’ obtaining still 
more general approval. 

At this juncture came a message from Lord Southdown 
inviting the entire House to lunch with him at the Ritz, 
whither they were all transplanted in motor cars sent for 
that purpose by the Petrol Control Committee. 

Altogether London was in a deplorable condition, but by 
evening the effects of the powder, which after all were only 
temporary, began to peter out. Then followed a deep sleep. 
Not a living soul in all that vast town but was comfortably 
sleeping just where he had lain down, to awaken with a 
void as to what had taken place. Even Mr. Waitense could 
hardly realise that he no longer ruled in his accustomed 
sphere, although he had a dim idea. that ‘Goliath, the 
Conjurer,” and his tricks had something to do withit. All 
were in a state of uncertainty as to what had happened— 
all, that is, except Ebeneezer, B.Sc., in bed in Highgate 
nursing a broken head, and the conscientious objectors and 
indispensables, who had poked their heads into the jaws of 
the “ Jolly Old Lion,’ and could not withdraw them. 

And, perhaps after all, the Nation has wakened up from a 
dose of Sardonica. 

THE ‘‘ DREAMER.” 
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W.COLE«&SONS, 


- LTD. 
Aircraft 
Manufacturers. 


INZIVZIV ZIV ITT 


METAL PARTS OF ALL KINDS. 
PLANES — GUN FITTINGS. 
MOUNTINGS, SIGHTS, ETC. 


s 
Everything for the Aeroplane. 
a 


Contractors to 


H.M. Government. 


a 


W. COLE & SONS, LTD. 


Showrooms: 
92, High St., Kensington, London, W. 
Gelephone: Western 833. | 
Works: 235, Hammersmith Road, W. 
Telephone: Hammersmith 1413. 


Originators of the Cole Four-Seated Coupé 
Cabriolet, and Builders of All Other Types 
of Highest Grade Coachwork. 
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GNOME & LE RHONE 
ENGINE COMPANY 








Contractors to the 


War Office and Admiralty 


Loniien Offices : | 
47, VICTORIA STREET, S.W., and THE HYDE, HENDON, N.W. 


WORKS: BLACKHORSE LANE, WALTHAMSTOW 











When communicating with advertisers, mention of “Flight” will ensure special attention. 
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PRIZE AVIATION JIG-SAW PUZZLE. 
A Prize of One Guinea 


will be paid by the Editor of “‘ Fiicut ” for a correct solution of the puzzle below. The pieces, when placed 
together correctly, form a view of an aeroplane. The original drawing, after the divisions had been marked 
and numbered, was photographed and is in the possession of the Editor, so that any doubt as to the correct 
placing of the pieces can be immediately decided. 

All solutions to this puzzle should be marked “‘ Prize Puzzle ’’ outside on the envelope, and inside should 
contain the sender’s name and address and the date of posting. The prize will be allotted to the first correct 
solution received at the office of ‘‘ Fiicut.” If more than one correct solution is received on the same day, 
the prize will be divided equally between the solvers of the puzzle. If no correct solutions are received, the 
prize will be—at the discretion of the Editor—allotted to the sender of the solution he considers is nearest 
to the original, or divided amongst two or more which he may consider of equal merit. No solution 
considered after January 1st, 1917. Any one person may send in as many solutions as he pleases. There is 
no appeal from the decision of the Editor. The names and addresses of the winners will be published in 
“ FLIGHT.” 











Ruthless Rhymes and Limericks. 


CUTHBERT, on his Multiplane, HE walked with a stick and a limp. ‘* SomE ’bus ” was the old Pterodactyl, 
Side-slipped from this world of pain. On his head was a very-fine ‘‘ pimp.” For flying it quite had the knack, till 
His instructor said quite sadly, When they asked ‘‘ At the Front ? ”’ It first heard its name called, 
** Engine’s ee Se re He replied with agrunt— When it side-slipped and stalled. 
Whed sapling wp tie" Baby tractor,” No. Looping the loop on a Blimp. Archzologists are on its track still. 
Mary slipped and badly cracked her t : t pr : ’ 
Head and prop. (make, Chauviére). It’s a wonderful ‘bus the Sikorski, Sarp a pupil unto his instructor, 
The latter's not beyond repair. Of humans it takes up a scoreski. “I want to become a constructor,” 

; ? ! There is much motorvitch, Said the other, ‘‘ My boy, 
On his home-made parachute, The mechanics for which I don’t wish to annoy, 
Algy tried an idea cute. Sleep in bungalows built on the floorski. What’s more in your line is destructor.” 
As the ‘chute remained shut up, t 
Algernon was sold a pup. , : ’ : : . 

: t THERE was a young man of Pitlochry A CERTAIN young pilot of Pinner, 
Banking on a speedy scout Who landed his “ plane ” in a rock’ry. Got gradually thinner and thinner, 
Percy sneezed and ther fell out. When he came to, he said, Till at last (it was rummy) 

Percy’s gone. But being stable, As he stood on his head, There was not enough “ tummy ” 
To safely land, the ’bus was able. “I'ma fern growing out of thecrock’ry.” To effectually streamline his dinner. 
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Effective, Too. 

“ THERE ought to be a law against aviation,” said the 
humane citizen. 

“‘ There is one,” replied the cold-blooded man. “‘ The law 
of gravitation is continually interfering with it.” 

t t t 

The Main Question. 

Victm™ : ‘‘ What has happened? Where am I?” 

Docror : ‘‘ You have been seriously injured in an aeroplane 
accident. But cheer up—you will recover.”: 


Victm : ‘‘ How much?” 
$ t 


Havinc made a forced descent in a field, a Service pilot 
attempted to start off alone. He swung the prop., but before 
he could climb on board the machine was away. Just as it 
reached the hedge, and turned gracefully over, an old rustic 
appeared, and commented, “ What a blessing you weren’t in 
it, sir.” 

: t 2 

WHEN is an aeroplane over-stable ? 

When it’s a loft 
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Spectacular aircraft raid which cleared the enemy > 


trenches.—N.Y. Evening Sun. 


Way are banana skins like pupils ? 
They both mean slip up, backwards. 
t t t 
Srr,—Emboldened by a recent copy of your valuable journal, 
allow me, as a mother, to make a useful suggestion. Surely, 
sir, the time has come when the great science of aviation will 
come to our help. I have made a drawing of what I suggest. 
On sunny days mothers could simply hoist up their little ones 
and devote themselves to household duties. These floating 























perambulators—only they must not perambulate—could be 
fastened to the wrist or foot, or a 7-Ib. weight might keep them 
down. I suppose by the time my idea gets into usage we 
shall have a policeman up in the clouds to look after any 
straying babies. I am not clever enough to make a scale 
drawing, but I am sure, sir, your artist could think it out. ] 
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You are welcome, sir, to publish this drawing free of charge, 
but of course, if it is the custom to pay contributors, I wouldn't 
mind accepting the usual fee. 

Yours truly, 
** A MucH-TROUBLED MorTHER.” 

P.S.—If not suitable, kindly return my drawing. 


{Our correspondent might try the Inventions Board.—Ep.] | oe 
Hi =) | a 
[Answers to Correspondents crowded out. 


M. U. D. (Hendon). 

You say you have lost your compression. 
Yard. 
Poynter (Chelsea). 

No, a hog’s hair brush would not do for doping the engine. 
Unterseeboot, 

No, it is not true that Blimps lay eggs. 
Novice (Peckham). 

You say you cannot dissemble your machine. 
an expert ; he will soon pull it to pieces. 


Try Scotland 


Show it to 
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